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None - one shot 


Author's Notes: 
Todd, Orv and James\' aunt and uncle are fictional. | wasn\'t sure who James lived with after he lost his mom, 


so | invented an aunt and uncle for him to live with. 


"Lars!" said James, as he opened the front door of his Aunt and Uncle's house and saw the little drummer 
standing outside. "How are you buddy? Come in quickly". Before Lars could say anything, James flung an arm 


around his shoulders and swept him in. "Come on, up to my room", he said, hurrying over towards the stairs. 


"Ah, is this the surprise that you invited me, Todd and Orv round to see?" Lars asked, trotting after James. 
He thought back to the phone call he had received the night before, when an excited James has insisted that 


he come round as soon as possible because he had something special to show Lars. 


"Yeah", said James enthusiastically. "Wait ‘til you see it, it's great". He bounded up the last three stairs and 
rushed over to his bedroom door. "Hurry up Lars, Todd and Orv are already here". Lars entered the room and 


saw Todd sitting on James’ Iron Maiden beanbag and Orv leaning against the wardrobe. They both looked bored. 


"About time you got here Lars", said Todd. "James keeps on banging on about this wonderful thing he's got in 
the wardrobe but he wouldn't show us until you arrived". 


"Well | am here now", said Lars, sitting down on the bed. He looked at James. "What is it that you have..a 
gateway to Narnia?" he asked cheekily. 


"Shut up Lars", said James. He opened the wardrobe and lifted something down off the top shelf. Something 


large, rectangular and silver in colour. 
"A video recorder?" asked Orv. 
"An old video recorder?" said Todd. James smile faded a little. 


‘Its only three or four years old", he said, setting it down in front of the cabinet that his TV set was on. 
"Uncle Bernard bought a new one for his and Aunt Penny's wedding anniversary, so they gave me their old 


one". 


"I think it looks neat", said Lars. "| mean, if it's that old, it must be of good quality cos it hasn't broken down 


and is still working. That proves it's a decent one". 
"Erm, yeah", agreed James, while Todd and Orv sniggered. "Thanks Lars". 


"It's OK", said Lars, taking off his trainers so that he could put his feet up on the bed. "So what movies have 
you got for it?" 


‘Only one so far but it's a really great one", said James, as he crawled behind the TV to plug the video aerial 


in. “Ill show you in a minute. Hey Lars, can you switch the TV on and put it on channel 8?" 
"Sure", said Lars, getting up again. "Does it need tuning?" 


"Nah, | did that before you guys arrived’, James replied. Todd looked across at Orv and shrugged. Orv 
pretended to yawn and Todd snickered quietly. A couple of minutes later and both TV and video were on and 
Lars went to sit back on the bed. James opened the draw on his TV cabinet and took out a tatty looking box. 


‘OK, here we are", he said, showing the box to his friends. "Sorry | only have one movie", he added on 
apologetically. "Ill buy some more next week, when | get paid again’. Lars, Todd and Orville stared at the black 
and white picture on the front of the box. Lars' eyes widened. Todd screwed up his nose. Orv snorted and 


somehow turned it into a cough. 
"James, what the hell is that?" said Todd. 


"All guns blazing", said James, reading off the back of the box. "A classic movie from The Classic Westerns 


Collection". 


"How old is it, if its in black and white?" asked Todd. 
"1932", James said promptly. Lars blinked and Todd and Orv exchanged looks of horror. 


"Does it even have sound on it?" Orv asked nervously. "Or will the actors' speech appear as words on a black 


background?" 
"Course it has sound", snorted James. He continued to read the back of the box. "Well.| think it has sound". 


"It looks..erm..good’, said Lars, giving James an encouraging smile. James returned this smile and nodded as he 


took the video out of its box and slipped it into the machine. 
"This is gonna be so cool", he said happily. "I think I'm gonna collect all the movies in The Classic Western 
Collection There are IB so far but it says on the back of the box that more will be released soon. Then you 


guys can come round and watch the other movies in the set". 


Todd scrambled up off the beanbag. "Uhhh, sorry James", he said. "I have to go now, | didn’t realise that it was 


so late. | have to go to.erm.scouts tonight". 


"I didn't know you were in the scouts?" said Lars. Todd glared at him and James looked up from the video 


recorder. 

"Awww, have you gotta go yet? Its only 17:03". 

"Yeah", said Todd awkwardly. "Scouts are at erm.l9:30 and | don't wanna be late". 

"Me too", said Orv, grabbing his coat off the end of the bed and pulling it on. "| have scouts too..sorry James". 
"Aww but c'mon guys", begged James. "It won't take you that long to get ready and the movie is only 40 
minutes long. And | was gonna go and ask Auntie if we could have some cola and some of her cookies she has 
baked today. And I'll draw the curtains too, so it'll be like a real movie theatre’. 


"Nah, we really have to go", said Todd, hurrying over to the door. "See you at school on Monday James". 


"Yeah, bye", said Orv, following after Todd. He shut the door behind him and James listened to the sound of 
their footsteps echoing away down the stairs. He looked despondent. 


"Like it would really take them over an hour to get ready for scouts", he muttered. 


Lars got up off the bed and went to crouch down next to James in front of the video. He put his arm around 


James' back. 


lll watch it with you", he said 

James looked up and smiled at Lars. "You just want some of my Aunts’ cookies, don't you", he said. 
"Of course", grinned Lars. 

"Dick", said James, pushing Lars' head sideward and causing him to fall over backwards and sit down. 


"Go and get the cookies asswipe’, smirked Lars. "And ask your uncle if we can have some beer tool” 


The End 


